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FEBRUARY. 


“ She comes ! the Goddess, through the whisperin- 
air, ® 

Bright as the mom descends her blushing car j 
Each circling wheel a wi’eath of flowers entwiiies, 
And gemmed with flowers, the silken harness shines • 
The golden bits with flowery studs are deck’d, * 
And knots of flowers the crimson reins connect. 

And now on earth the silver axle rings. 

And the shell sinks upon its slender springs. 

Light from her airy seat the Goddess bounds. 

And steps celestial press the pansied grounds : 

Fair Spring advancing, calls her feather’d quu’e 
And tunes to softer notes her laughing lyre ! 

Bids the gay hours on purple pinions move. 

And arms her zephyrs with the shafts of love.” 

Winter swept away the leaves which autumn 
had seared, and now the young buds are bursting 
from their folds to spread a new mantle from the 
boughs. The season again invites us to go forth, 
to inhale the flower-perfumed zephyr of health, 
with “ healing on its wings.’'— All nature is again 
rejoicing, and 

“ Now spring the living herbs profusely wild 
O’er all the deep green earth, beyond the power 
Of botanist, to number up their tribes. 

Whether he steal along the lonely vale 
In silent search, or through the forest, rank 
With what the dull incurious weeds account 
Burst his blind way; or climbs the mountaui rock. 
Fir’d by the nodding verdure of its brow. 

With such a liberal hand has nature flung 
Their seeds abroad, blown them about in winds 
Innumerable, mixed them Avith the nursing mould, 

The moisten’d current and prolific rain.” 


SPRING. 
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Nature now infuses her cheerfulness and smiles 
into the hearts of her children, and as the spring 
among the blossoms, so are the young among the 
people ; we shall therefore say a few words on the 
budding season, and welcome it with the following 
invocation : 


** Aerial Flora ! sister of the spring. 

Arise, and let thy blooming form be seen. 

Haste, play thy youthful fancies on the green. 
And from thy hand ambrosial odours fling. 

Invite the sylvan choir to wake and sing, 

W' hile the sun sleeps in gold upon the scene ; 

To dress the groves thy clustering Harebells bring ! 

And chase hoar winter with thy sprightly mien. 
Then shall sweet zephyrs and prolific showers 
Succeed to parchhig winds and piercmg rain. 
With their soft balm reanimate the flow'ers. 

And strew gay cowslips o’er the golden plain : 
Then frost, no more shall waste the roseate bowers. 
But Flora crown’d vdth sweets her sway unhurt main- 
tain.” 


There is something particularly pleasant and 
exhilirating in the freshness of the soil — in the 
mossy bank— the balmy air— the voices of birds 
—the early and delicious flowers that we have 
seen and felt only in childhood and in spring. 

“ Come, gentle spring, ethereal mildness, come. 

And from the bosom of yon dropping cloud. 

While music wakes around, veiled m a shower 
Of shadowing roses j on om* plains descend.” 

The songs of the birds were hushed by the wintry 




